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 advanc d to afford much 


vi Dedication. 
Play -houſe for her Inte- 
reſt, and take the Free- 

m of making Choice of 
you for a Patron, Hop ner 


cold 1 — it 
met with upon the Stage, 
I am induced, from the 
Opinion ' of ſeveral good 
Judges who perus d it be- 
fore it came there, to be- 
lieve it might very rea- 


ſonably be attributed to 


the Seaſon of the Year, 
which was a little too far 


Succeſs to any Entertain- 

ments of this kind: It ma ay 

I the net Win: 

er. der, (when the N gc, 
O 


Declication. vii 
of the Theatre has agreed 
to let it try its Fortune a- 

n E ar to d greater 
e. The Four 
dare taken 


the Laſt is excepting a 
few Lines): entirely new. 
A] rather chuſe to trouble . 
your Patience with ſomes 
— of this kind, than 
according to the common 
Form of Dedications, tire 
that, and your Mo- 
app in enumerating 
thoſe valuable Qualities 
_ the World is already ful- 
ty ſatisfied you are poſſeſt 
of. If our Country loves 
you for the Blood which 
My you 


fe from: Racine: bu 


viii Dedlicatioki- 

vou derive from your 
| Great Predeceſſor tlie 
Lord Chief Juſtice Cole, 
who (by the Labours he 
took to ſtrengthen the Ba. 


ſis of our Conſtitution bx 


ſuch found Maxims of 
Law, as make us,/not only: 
happy among our: ſelves, 
but end yd by all other | 
Nations) has left: himſelf 
a Name that will never 
be forgotten, till Britain 
can deſert his Precepts, 
and be unjuſt: If for His 
Sake then we love you, 
| how much greater Aﬀe- 
ſhould we, and in- 
deed have we for you on 
out own Account, when 
0's h _ me 


we ſee (tho ſhining in a. 
ther Lights) the illuſtrious 
Patriot ſo worthily con- 

tinued? Your: Country 

from an Hope: of | being 
enrich d by the pr 


venturd you forth totra- 
vel; and that Hope Was 
largely — A 
Return. Nor were yon 
ſatisfy d with 2 
our Eſteem hy theſe 
Means, till you had 
ſnewn the Nelicacy of 
your Judgment by your 
Alliance in Marriage to 
Aa Family that is high in 
Rank, and gives place to 
none for the only 2 — = 

5 B au 


Ti - Dailicabion. 


and the only Graces. that 
can ennoble it. A 
fear, Sir, my Zeal has 
tranſported me to exceed 
thoſe Limits I had-at firſt 
proposd to confine my- 
felf to; and ſhall there- 
fore, to avoid giving the 
leaſt Offence, be content 


with the Honour of ſub- 
E en e 
135 nr 's 1 R. 
. | Tur moſt Olen, 
it [107 
And moſt Devoted 


Humble Servant. 


P ROL OG UE. 


Written by Mr. BECKINGHAM, 


and later by Mr. WALKER. | * 


GP HE Taskof Learning ir to ſearch 
Mankind, 


Aud one chief Lot 10 Pootry's af 


nd, 


Deep- vers 4 in e, the moralizi ng 


With rigid Maxims ſwell the labour d 


„ 
The Sons of Verſe in freer Strains im. 
part 


0 uſeful Beauties > their deaths 


Wit 


Boe ow. 


— 


* 


Nabe. 


They even Time's defacing Hand ſubdue, 
Redeem great Heroes paſt, to model new. 
Wake Freedom r bold Aﬀervore foom the * 
| Gr ave, 9:22 
To few that Death itſelf wants 
Pow'r Penſ/lave, | 
Or ſhadow the vaſt Fame their on ke | 
Aclious gate. £ 
Ter Tyrants rule, of Faftions ba ſel ſtorm, 
45 their enliv ning. Call, the Dead re- 
| Form; | | 
The Parrint ant! the Bondjmar: plead 
their Claim 5 
To ſecond Glory, or to ſecond Shame. 
Our Author dares theſe dang? rous 3 
purſe 4. 
But, Fair- Ones, for 3 . on you. 
2 o the Stern Critick's Spleen we ſcorn to 
 truft, 
Wire the beſt Judges, you. are ever juſt. 
A Maiden Muſe here makes her bold 
Eſa, 
4 Beauty be her Shield, ſhe wins the Day. | 
The preſent ſwelling Scene of Moe * 
n 
In Ms its Stretch of Guilt, Ambition? * 
Blas 63 


PROLOGUE. xiii 
Shews, how tworaſh, two ghire ring Sons 
of Eareh* © £2 
Tenobly plead the Merit of their Birth; 
With impious Arms, and rival chains ; 
contend _ 
Nr Empire, neither can with Worth 
aſcend. = 
Theſe Themes afford 1 nur to your 
Eyes, 
More tender Objefts t fo your Pity riſe : 
Behold a Mother and a Queen appears 
| Majeftick thro the Weight of Grief and 
7 Nears ! 
Behold her ver ber Heeding Kingdom 
mourn ! 


Hier Royal Breaft with Patrio aul 


torn ! 
She ſees her Offspring's Euil, 1 Coun- 
try's Sore, 


Her Sons ſhe pities much, her People 
more. 


| Neer can ſuch Pangs as theſe (we hope) 
appear 


Dngrateful Subjects to a Britiſh Ear. 


Our 


RE... PROLOGUE 
Our Clime's Security we boaft i in vain, 
| 7 r d with the Rocks, and Sirded with 
—_ _- 4 the Main, 

Vir cur cum Zeal muſt guard the happy 
Ei:  Coaft, 


i= I's Nulenarts fink indeed, when that 
| TART CR" 
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Dramatis Perſone. 


MEN. 
Eteocles, King of Thebes, Mr. Boheme. 
Polynices, his Brother. Mr. Ryan. 
W the in Love with) ' Mr. Quin. 
 Phocias, Son to Creon. * Mr. Walter. 
Alcauder. 5 Mr. Snith. 
Attalus. „„ Mr. Egleton. 
WOMEN. 


afta, Mother to the 2 Princes Mrs. Boheme. 
Antigona, her Daughter, in Love 
with Phocias. ; $ Mrs. Bulock. 


: Om, Attendant on the Ladies. Mrs. Purden. 
Officer Guards, Attendants, &c. 
SCENE,” 


An Apartment in the Royal Palace. 
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JU RE, - my: Ohmpa, Heaven's 
affliging Hand | + 

Will ne'er withdraw its Rage; 

| theſe Eyes are doom'd 
The xs e Outlets of a Sea af 
Sorrow. 54 
If by kind Chance one Moment of Repos | 
Relieves my tortur'd Thoughts, reviv'd Diltceſs 
N C en 8 


18 The Farar. Lecter. WE 


Rerurns as conſtant as Light ; | 
Sleep only fhars my Eyes to mob king Sat 
With we Ideas of 1 
Bot ler em be for over, W nk | 
Rather" than wink at fuch enormous Crimes! 

e chey yet enpag'd — 0 
Alcan, From off the Tower, 
I ſaw em in a dire Battalig rang'd ; 
TI ſaw the martial Steel advanc'd in Air, 
I ſaw it dart around its glittering Horror. 
The bold Ereocles, with Sword in Hand, 
1 the Van, and breathing Death 3 
Shew'd his victorious "Troops the Path — 

Slaughter | 

Joc. Lis as Ifcar'd, Olympa ; let me haſte 
And ſtop this Scene of Fratricide. Ye Gods, 
Will theſe relentleſs Brothers never end 
Their impious Combart? Do I call em Sons, 
Yet have not Power t arreſt their guilty Swords, 
And awe them into Amity? I will 
Or ſoon disjoin, or periſh by their Rage. 
Why doſt thou lend thy Beams, O God of Day, 
To ſhine on Murther, "an abſt their Crimes ? 
And can'ſ thou ſee what we are forc'd to ſee 
Unpitying, unaltarm'd ? Alas, alas, ( 
Theſe things are Prodig igies no more ; the Blood 
A 

Has made em common, and diminifh'd Wonder. 
Unfhock'd thoumay'ft indeedſurvey "theſe Scenes 
Of filial Crimes, they but — in courſe 
To their deteſted Parents monſtrgus Guilt. 
Did they not ſpring from an inceſſucus Bed. * 
To ceaſe theſe Conteſts, and be | 
ber _ 9 8 1505 and ano their Race. . 


Enter | 
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$ * 


ieee EY Maney & eie 
Buer Ani rigona, 


Alas, * ts are you come to ſhare, 
The dresdful News? x 
Aut. Already have 1 * 5 
The fierce Alarms, and tremble for th Even: 
Joc. Then let us go my dear Antigonia, - | 
Ler's go and ſtop — now deſoending r 
Let's go and try with all the Eloquennte 
Of 1 Laments, and Denen if they'll withs 
an 
The warm Entreatios af flwie kneeling Kindteds 
If in their Height of Villany they'll take 
The Blood of thoſe who plead to ſave their own. 
> Madam, tis now the. Time, — 
a ne 


Buer Eteocles * Creon. 15 ; — 
Joc. Help me, Ohmpa, ed Grief ober- | 


whelms me. 
. reve,” Whence, Madam, do theſe Agonies 
7. A Bok; my 8. ſported. o'er 
Joc my Son, what © er 
Sith Blood! 1 1 5 


Your: Brothers! Ah! Ori 2 it not your own? 
Eteoc. No, Madam, 'neither's. | | 
As yet I have nor met with Pohynices: | 
For Skitmiſhes oy the Shadows of a War, _ 
Have only paſs'd between us, The Argives 
Sent from their Camp = large —— 

hoſe 


» ——— — K 
——ͤ ä6—ꝓůh 

— <a — — 22 * - 1 

2 — — — . — — 
_ — 
r . 
r 
. — We re 


Think not, O think not ſhe. will owe her 


. 


Whoſe Orders were to lie before our Walls, 


Cloſe us within, or elſe diſpute our Paſſage. 
I level'd 'em all proſtrate on the Duſt, 
And made em bite the Ground, and fretting die. 


Theirs is the Blood that caus d your Fears for 


e neee 
Joc. But whence is your Deſign to head your 
Army? F n and... 
What's this new Motion that ſo much alarms me? 
Erteoc. Madam, tis time to rouze the Lion now, 
To draw the Sword in earneſt, and in Blood 
To plead my Cauſe, till Fate reſolves to ſix 
This much · diſputed Crown upon my Head, 
And bids me reign unrival'd and alone; 
And now 'tis Glory loſt to tarry here: 
I' re been too tame to ſcreen my ſelf with Walls; 
I'm all on fire, and burn to meet my Foe,, 
Keen for the Field, and reſolute for Blood. 
Yes, Pohnices ſhall repent his 'Taunt, 
When to my Theban'T roops, with haughty Scorn, 


He loudly ridicul'd this lurking Fight; 


Told em I gave to Slaughter thoſe that crown'd 


The People, whom the Dread of Famine ſeiz'd, 


By Whiſpers of my Cowardice, betray d, 


They credited too well the vile Reproach. 
They ſaw, with Cuxſes and regretting Hearts, 
The Royal Dignity beſtow*d on one... | 
Unable to ſupport the tott ring Weight. 
This day my Sword ſhall undeceive the Thel ans, 
This hoſtile Brother, with his fierce Allies, 
Shall, or draw off from our inſulted Walls, 
Or dye them with his Blood the next Aſſault. 
Joc. Heav'ns, Heav'ns forbid ſo dire a Victory! 
Thebes would not ſee ſuch execrable Conqueſts. 


* 


5:07 Balety Ta 
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To Methods fo abhor'd, continu'd War 
Would be leſs dreadful to her Sons than Peace 
| Bought by the Guilt of ſuch deteſted Terms. 
And 1 a Crown ſuch Charms that you would 
The Heart of Nature to attain "Re wade” | 
To dear-bought Empire thro? a Sea of Blood ? | 
A Brother 8 Blood too? It * tis Honour 1 | 
you. 
"To'give your Country the not Nute, 
Tis in your Breaſt t approve yourſelf her Patron; 
Be great without th* Aſſiſtance of a Crime: 
Content your Brother, and ſecurely _ 4 
Eteoc. What call you reigning ? to forgo 7, 
Crown, 
And to preſent my Rival with a Throne, $7 
Which People, Blood and Fate aſſign'd my Lot? 
oc. You know, my Son, oe Blood and 
1 born 5 
Hare ſhar'd the Crown to him as well as you. 
For wretchetl Oedipus, in Life's laſt Scene, 
Ordain d, that each alternately ſhould wield 
The Scepter for a Lear: Both were his Heirs, 
And fince he had but one Eſtate to leave you, 
He order d that you both ſhould: thus be Kings. 
| To theſe Conditions each of you ſubſcrib'd ; 
Your * Was feſt to mount the Throne: you 
id-e120. 07 fy TA 
Without Regret hs waited ill your Tear, 
Of Empire was expir'd: and will you:now 
WARS thi allotted Scepter from his Hand? 
"Eteoc. No, Madam, no, his T houghts of 


Crowns and Empire 


Are but Chimæras, golden Vepours, Fan 


Of ſickly Dreams, or iſſu'd from the Moon, 
Fax plays. upon the > Brain, and un 
bebes 


22 The Fatal LEGacr. 
Thebes is refoly'd to ſhake off his Pretence 3 
And when th' ambitious Boy firſt claim'd a 
Tpeene, 
Twas Thebes, and not 1 that 8 
His Arrogance, and ſpurn'd the Strippling off. 
Has ſhe not Reaſon for her Caution, — 
To dread his future Tyrann L 3 =} 
Who, whilſt a Subject, is eſteem'd her . | 
And arms againſt her * — and the Sword ꝰ 
Joc. Who firſt provok'd his Vengeance? Yet 
allow him | 
But the Succeſſion that he claims by Right, f 
And he may prove his Country 8 . 1108 
Eteoc. Yes, | 
Thebes muſt expect vaſt Bleſſings from a King, 
Who would afcend her Throne by N 
Troops, 
Greedy Allies, and mercenary Aid, 
Bought by the Mortgage of bis future Empire: ; 
Has he not farther ty d a Gordian Knott 
Inſoluble as Fate with open Foes > 
When Argos” King admitted Theban Blood 
To join with, his in Hymeneal Rites, 
The proſpect that he had, was Thebes in Aſhes. 
_ e Love kindl'd the _— 
But ſome Tifiphowe that furniſh'd Flame 
And Sulphur, and attended em to Bed. 
Thebes, to yr his Chains, aſſign d her Crown 
To me, and if I violate my Word, 
Impute the Fault to her who forc'd the Breach. 
| Joc, Baſe and ungrateful, prond and i impious 


Heart 
Own, ewn it rather, tis the Diadem 
That dazzles and allures your guilty Eyes. 


Bur I miſtake, tis not the . 


But 


The Fatal LeGacy. 23 
But an Ambition to be greatly wicked, 
That makes you thus inexorable : ſee, 
Since you delight in heaping Crime on Crime, 
A double Parricide is offer d you; 
Glut, glut your Malice in your Brother's Blood, 
And if that proves too little for your Thirſt, 
Compleat the Feaſt with mine: you then will 
| meet | | | | 
No Obſtacle, no Rival to the Throne; 
You'll ſhine alone inimitably black, 
And ſtand the foremoſt in th” infernal Annals. 
Eteoc. Well then, your Counſel is, I muſt, to 
| prove _ | | 420 - 
My Country's Patriot, be my Brother's Slave. 
Jec. O Heavens! How much you wrong my 
juſt Deſign ! 2 
L ask not that you abdicate the Throne; 
No, no, maintain it with eternal Honour | 
To Thebes, and to yourſelf : But if you bear 
The leaſt Compaſſion ſor a Mother's Woes, , 
Vouchſafe my Tears this Boon, and deign 
' Your Brother Partner in th* Imperial Sway. 
If Fame he all your Search, you purchaſe here 
Subſtantial Glory, and unmateh'd Renown. 
This noble Condeſcenſion in the Eye 


Of wondring Nations, leaves the lefſen'd Crown 


No Luſtre to adorn your Partner's Head. 
Th' applauding People will forget the Gods, 
To pay their Thanks to you; your Brother then 
Thus vanquiſh'd, thus oblig'd, with equalEnvy 
Will view your Virtues as your Empire now. 


Euter 
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esgreger reges EY 


Enter Attalus. 


Eteoc. Soldier, I read Confuſion i in your Looks. 
Ait. Your Majeſty” s'Departure ſets the Town 
In thꝰ utmoſt Anguiſh; Thebes is drown'd in 
Tears. 
Deſpair and Horror rage thro? every Quarter: : 
The Troops and Citizens that guard the Ran- 
rts 
Stand maganlels a8 Sratues at the — 
Eteoc. T'll go and huſh th* imaginary Feud, 
And calm their Fears. Now, A ee to Ne 
Samay: - 
Yet in Obedience to your Win, 1 grant 
That Polynices come with Safety to you. 
The Queen ſupplies my Abſence in Command: 
Creon, let Artaban attend wy Mother, Tn! 9 
And execute her Orders. (Bait. 
Cre. What Madam, have your raſh Suggeſtions 
done? r 
And would you force a Conqueror to yie > > 
This Counſel is all Ruin. 
Joc. Creon, no: 
This Counſel only can . to o Thebes - 100 
The Calm her harraſs d Sons have wiſh'd' fo long; 
Cre. What, when ten thouſand added "gy 
12 reer 
Our ſmiling Cauſe; what now, when every God 
Seems to preſent the Laurel to his 3 og LAKF 
When Conquelt courts him, would you have 
the King 
1 5 Transfer the . Bleſing to another ? 


Joc. 
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Joc. Bleffing ! Oh monſtrous Stateſman ! canſt 
% ns 1 

A Conqueſt back' d with ſuch a Train of Crimes, 
As mult attend Eteocles* Succeſs, 5 
A Blefling ? Creon, Oh! when Brothers war, 
Not to employ a reconciling Arm 
Is to be guilty of the Deaths their Rage 
Points at each other's Hearts, and murder both. 
You're his beſt valu'd Friend, and can you worſe 
| Repay that Truſt, or can you wrong him more 
Than thus fomenting his ambitious Heat, 
'To graſp at Laurels that will taint his Name, 
And fink him into Infamy for ever? 

Cre. 'Their Rage is too far gone. 

Joc, It may be calm'd. _ 

Cre. They both would reign. 

Joc. Why then they both ſhall reign. 

Cre. Impoffible ! This fatal Legacy 
By which theſe rival Brothers claim the Crown, 
Confounds the Nature of all Government. 
That Nation that beholds two Partner-Kings _ 
Mount her divided Throne, foreſees with Horror 
A dreadful Age of 'Tyranny and Blood ; 
r that ſhoot thwart thꝰ affrighted 

Sky, | 3 „5 
And fiercely mingle their contending Beams, 
'They ſhake that Empire that they war to ſway. 
The annual Reign which this Preſcription 
„ e Dennds;:: i- 3 
Augments the Violence twas made to check. 
Joc. They'll rather ſtrive by emulous Deſigns 
To vin their Subjects to a willing Yoke. 
O Creon, think your Projects vaniſh all, 
Vaniſh they will; this Peace your Malice 
1 thwarts, : AP 2 
It it ſucceeds, will ſhew you as you are, 
Lan 5 And 


18 Creon, that a Sitter 'S Breaſt 
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And fix you deeper in the People's Hate. 
My Ranks with juſt Reſentment will — 
Who widen'd their Diviſions, ſee chad; Arts 


Thoſe crooked Connlels that have kept their 
Swords | 


80 long unſheath'd in ſtruggling for a Crown, 


Your Politicks have plann'd to make your own. 


By that too near Affinity of Blood 


Which jains you to my Sons, you ſee but two, 


Two Lives to diſtance your ambitious Hopes : 
And Creon s Stateſman qualify d enough 
To ſhorten ſuch a Profpe&. 

Cre. 'Theſe unjuſt, _ | 
Cauſeleſs Suſpicions wound not in the leaſt 
A Mind ſo ſtrong in Innocence as mine. 
If you accuſe me of Ambition, tis | 
Ambition to preſerve my Sovereign's Love: 
Ambition to maintain him on that Throne 


To which your Fears ſuggeſted, I aſpir d: 


If this be urg'd againſt me, as a Crime, 
1 plead this Inſtant guilty, and confeſs 
There's not a greater Criminal in Thebes. 
Joc. O perfect Maſter of Hypocriſy ! 
The Wreck of Princes, and the Bane of Courts. 
Howe'er thy Boaſtings of diſſembl'd Love, 
That Veil f rankeſt Falſhood, may abuſe 
The blinded King, Jocaſta wants not Eyes 
To trace thro? all the Windings of thy Arts, 
And ſee Betrayer thro” the vile Diſguiſe. [Exit 
Cre. Whateꝰ er theſe T rantpors of * Mo- 
ther's Rage 


Would urge 5 my Loyalty, 1 hope 


The fair Antigona bears milder Thoughts. 90 
Ant. If as a Parent, her loud Grief upbraids 
With Juſtice him that ſets her Sons in Arms, 


Should 
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Should be leſs anxious for her Brother's Fate? 
You are a Father, Father to a Son + 

As braye as faithful to the weaker Cauſe : 
Of Pohmices : Will you then foment 
A War that keeps his Virtue ſtill your Foe? .. - 

| Cre. I ought to make DiſtinRion, I confeſs, 
Betwixt the Sen and Foe; He ſtands againſſ 
| Rebellious and undutiful in Arm. 77 
But I have ſtronger Reaſons for my Hate: 
Reaſons for laſting Hate; and Oh! I wiſh _ 
That all would hate him equal to his Father. 
Ant, Are you then deaf to all that Nature 


pleads ? | 14:1 __ 
Cre. The more I ought to love the Son, the 
more RT Ps. UE 


J hate the Criminal. | 
Ant. And ſhould a Father thus 
Harbour Reſentment that admits no Bounds ? _ 
Cre. And ſhould a Lady be ſo wondrous good 
In interceeding in a Rebel's Cauſe? 
Ant. His Innocence engag'd me on his fide. 
Cre. I know what makes him innocent with 


von. . To 
* 2m I, what renders you as much ab- 
or 1 N 
Creon, I know the publick Intereſt ſhares 
But little of your Breaſt, there is a Fire 
Beyond the Patriot's Zeal, that keeps your Son 
So diſtant from your Heart, I know and ſcorn it; 
And 'tis your Prudence to conceal your Flame. 
Cre. I will conceal it, Madam: farther ſtill 
My Abſence ſhall oblige this favourite 8Son 
With an Occaſion to repay with Thanks 
The kind Concerns you ſhew'd on his Behalf. 
5 | „ 
D 2 J Oh. 


— 
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oh. Jo what an Height his Inſolence aroſe ! 
Ant. His Pride and Inſolence retort gon him. 
For if the Theban Miſeries have reach'd-; : 
The Notice of the Stars, the Peace will — | 


 Amenids for all, and give us full Revenge.” 64 
And Oh, ye Gods, It an unſpotted Flame 
Meets with regard above, reſtore, reſtore 


My Life, my Soul, my Phocias to my bing 
Why did I drive him from me, wherefore cauſe 


That Abſence I deplore? Alas, alas; r 1 >: 


How Cuſtom makes us Tyrant, coourſelves! 1 1 * : 


þ 4 th i a forc d Gains 4 Lover*s Pains we at: 
Tet ſharpeſt feel thoſe Tortures we aer A 
"With a relactant Tyranny we fly," Ts 


Ana want E's that Pity we 4. 


T1 * 
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Enter Phockis and Angora. | 


"9 — 5 ND will / you, eruel Fair! fo 

7 ſoon deprive - 

My Eyes od he fole Joy bat 

The 1 Patdnne that my boys. faftait'd, 

In Abſence from'thoſe Cliazins a-tedious Year? 1 

Ant. Would you adviſe me, Phocias, to forget 

A Siſter's Office, and neglect the Joys 

Due to my Brother on his ſate Return. 

And the ſweet Proſpect of approaching Peace, 

Tꝰ attend the Addreſſes of a — s Tale? 
W Why, Madam, do you ſeek ſo nr 


To diſtance me from Happineſs? Why. now, | | 
When all lows'eaſy, each relenting God = 
With- calls his heavy Anger, and fair Peace 

Thar! has en baniſh'd from our Cs 


- 
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Comes with a ſmiling Grace triumphant home: 

When every Theban worn ro Cauſe for Joy, 

Why will you render fierce Dif 

The Triumph taſteleis unto me alone ? 5 

Need I remind you, as my Merit's Plea, 

Of 9 Obedienee to your harſh Commands ? 
to oblige your — I went 

A _ defpairing g Exile from your Eyes, 

I fotlow?'d Polynicez” weaker Cauſe, 

Rebell'd againſt my Country and my Father, 


= - give a Proof of Loyalty to you ? 


nerous Part, 
with your 


Ant. And is this, Phosias, this age 
* N my ſeeming Coldne 


Of W- Services? I own. 
When firſt this Legacy of Diſcord drew 7 
My Brothers. to the Field, my Pity then 
| To injur d Pohynices* reviſh'd Right ht, 
d you to animate the Youngeſt's s Cauſe : 

That you obey'd. my Wiſhes, I confeſs; 
Bur you, too big with theſe Deſerts, were 
' 22113 Jeni Sic | 
To leave th Ackawyladymmat. for me to pay. 
Pb Reproach me not, Anigma, with this 
Injurious Charge ; if I bavæ raſhiy err d, 
Believe twas roo much Love that made me err: 
You know I love yon, love you with a Flame 

That burus impatient of the leaſt Repulſe. 
If that be Criminal, I own, rhe: Guilt, 
Own it, and glory in offending: fo. | 

Aut. Force not my Bluſhes, Phorias, to de- - 

ce 

J ſtruggle to teject your Vows in-vain, 21 11 
I we yy Phorias, wiſh'd that you mike 


And ar: in Abſeueb oe inrading G loom 
„Might 
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Might make the Day ſeem. tedious to your 
ain: 
But don't reſent it, for my ſuffering * 
Wiſh'd you no more than what I Ste myſelf, 
_ CO the nad of my Soul con- 
That I've been abſent to ſo fair Abe, 
| Drove from your Eyes to triumph in yourHeart ? 
Who. would not for a Price like this rebel ? 
Who would repine to loſe a Father's Love, 
To have thy Beauties in the rich Exchange 
Ant. Forward the Peace, and re-unite box: 
a Brothers, | 
And in requital for the generous Work, 
Your Love obtains its utmoſt Hope. 


88 200999099900029220009 


Enter Alcander. — 


— Alas! 1 
Thy Looks, Alcander, 0 od ſome dreadful News 
What is it that the Oracles anne 
Ale. Ah, Madam, ah 
Ant. What! is it they pronounce 3 * 
Is't War, Alcanger Fc 
Alc. Ah! *ris worſe, tis worls: 
Pho. What's then the heavy Wrath they have 
_ againſt us? 
Ale. Your Highneſs may colleRt ir from cheir 
_ > Walwer..- 
"Tis this—*O'Thebans, if you'dend [your Wars, 
Ibe Fates irrevoeably have ordain'd 
The youngeſt of the Royal Stem wa die, 
And with his Blood impurgl Ti beben. 


- 
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Ant. Ye Gods! 
Why did ye then create this wretched Line ? 
And has your Rage condemn'd us altogether ? 
Were you not fared with my Father's Death, 
But muſt we all be butcher'd to appeaſe you > - 

Pho. Madam, this Sentence cannot ſtrike at 

you 5 


-You're not the Victim that — Stars e 
The Gods know how to ſhelter Innocence. 


Ant. "Tis not, my Phocias, that I dread their 
Vengeance 
For my own fake ; my Innocence would be 
Too weak a Guard, I'm Oedipus's Daughter, 
And I muſt die becauſe of Oedipus. | 
I wait without regret the fatal Stroke ; 


But ſhould I tell the Source of all my Fear, 


You'll find, my Phocias, tis for you I fear. 
You ſprung from this unhappy wretched Blood, 
As well as I, and I too plain diſcern 
That you are deſtin'd for a Victim too: 
You have the fatal Honour of Alliance, 
You've Reaſon to lament your dangerous Birth, 
And envy a Plebeian Parentage. 
Pho. Who would repent his Tees to a 
Death ; 
That looks ſo fair, ſo lovely i in my Eyes, 
It charms Ambition to its wiſh'd Embrace? 
Ant. Yet, Phoctas, are you not ſo near ally'd, 
But — 1 might let his Offspring 8 Blood 
uffice 


Io pay the dreadful fated Score of Vengeance 


My Father's guilty Ignorance entail'd. 
Bur I foreſee another Cauſe, my Phocias ; 
My Love, this fatal Love unites our Woes, 


—— than the Guilt of Oedipus, the Blood 


Of Laius, or all elſe the Stars alledge. 


Pho. 
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Pho, Why, Madam, why this Fear ? ? What 
e AN Aimee ay 
To adore a Beauty fo ache 4 Fair? 
Since you have deign d to'anthorize my Love, 
What can create the Rage of thoſe above? 
When ſirſt I nouriſb'd wy eee 
And gaz'd Upon you Charms with! wiſhing 
TTT 
Vout Glances gave my Soul 10 Gas Arb c > 
That more dreaded to incur your Suren rey 
Than all the angry Terrors of the e { 
Let ail che Stars conſpire againſt me, let 
The Conſtellations turn to Saturus all, 11 
They ſtrive in vdin to ſhaxe my, ſertled Jobs 
Diſpoſe of me, ye Gods, howe er you pleaſe, 
My. great Engagements bravely I'll maintain, 
Zealous far Death, in Pohuices* Cauſe, ' 51 1 
To ſacrifice my Bloods more zealous stil! 
Jo die, my dear Autigona, to die 
Eer you, before you, and to warm your Knees 
With my expiring, faithful, loving Breath, 
And take your Orders when I mount the Stars. 
Aut. Alas, what beys 97 Phocias he att; 
bed 093i] i 20: 
Pho 1 In als: Confibian: what apo you ad- 
8 22 3 25 N 
1 can reſolve on nought but * Deaths! 1 
In vain the Gods would triſſe Time away yr 
Diſtance my Tomb, and keep me from dhe ve 
Deſpair will ſoon ſupply: me with my End — 
IM 1 25 Father en yy 4s henee. 
395 19 338215 7 
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See ve. | 


Enter Creon. 


Gre. Wi ch how much Haſte he ſtrives to "cape 
my Eyes! | 

Is't from Abhorrence of his Father's Guilt; 
Or. from a gloomy Knowledge of his own? 
I'm plunging to a damning Depth indeed 
If he detects my Aim, and hates me firſt. 
Sure my ambitious Dæmon guides me wrong, 
If the great Motive. of my ripening Schemes 
Is ſhadow'd with ſuch. penetrable Veils, 
That this hot Boy ſees thro it with Diſdain: 
Heroes and Stateſmen are of different Molds; 
The firſt, in Confidence of Merit bold, 
Bear their Pretenſions open to the World; 
Nor know a ſtronger Claim than Valour gives; 
Their Sword, their Reaſon, Policy and Guide: 
The Inſtruments the Stateſman's Skill employs, 
To execute the Ruin he projects. b 
My Royal Nephews, at each other's Throats 
Demand the Theban Throne with lifted Swords: 
And let theſe thoughtleſs Rivals ſtill proceed 
To make their Claims i in Blood 3 this Brace of 
r 

Combat, and know it not, on my Behalf, 
I ſeery to favour one, yet hate — both, 
And meditate from both to ſnatch the Crown. — 
The Queen and Pohices ] let him take 
This ſhort Advantage of the Truce, he ſhall 


1 
Cone * a quiet Guelt i in Thebes, Exit. 


os 
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Enter Jocaſta, Polynices, Phocias, 
. Antigona. 


Pol. Madam, I ſee that Peace has wing d 
away; | 
Partial Aſtra has forſook her Throne, 
And quits the Cognizance of Things below. 
Why does the filent Goddeſs elſe forbear 
To launch her Magazines of Flame and Rage 
Againſt deſpotick ſwelling Tyranny? © 
Does ſhe not yet regret theſe Streams of Blood, 
This ſanguine Deluge that diſcolours al! 
The Theban Floods ? And is't not time at laſt 
To give the guilty Sword of Diſcord Pauſe, 
And fix the Caſe of this diſputed Crown? 
Since thus the Stars are byaſs'd to my Wrong, 
Can I have room to hope a factious People 
Will lend an Ear of Reaſon to my Right? 
Shall J refign my Cauſe to Tumult's hands, 
And make a Stateſman, and th' unthinking 
Crowd ? 55 | 
The Umpires of my Claim? I've felt too long 
Their Inſolence and Rage; they know I'm in- 
i ö 1 Co, 
And are too jealous of my juſl Revenge, ' 
To yield to give me back my raviſh'd Throne. 
Joc. And if, as *tis too true, the Thebans 
dread * EE | FE 20H FF 
'The threaten'd Woes of your revengeful Reign, 
Why would you ſeek the Throne thro? Seas of 
Bias, 135 TVS. ans I 
And ſtrive to ſway a Nation that abhars 
Iour impious Maxims, and diſowns your ws” 
Lo, E 3 Pol. 
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Pol. Who gives the People Privilege to chuſe, 


Qt ro reject a King, a8 Humour ferves, 
Or the Moon ſways them in the wild Caprice 2 


Like giddy. Eddies, let the madding Throng 


 Whurl here and there at pleaſure of the Wind, 


"Tis Right, tis Juſtice mounts us to a Throne, 
And 1 they love not, they muſt learn to 
Area 
Joc. You'll be à Tyrant Rated by youp Realms. 
Pol. Madam, that we Title ſuirs not 


me; 


My Right Pete two From the vdicus Nabe : 
ITis not their Hatred makes the My: 89 05 


Tyrant to their Eteocles belongs. 
Joc. But he's belov'd by all. 
Pol. Beloyv d by all! A | 
Then tis a Tyrant whom they lire 100 chuſe, 


Who, guards his Scepter, and maintains his 


Throne 


By Means as vile as be ufurp'd 8 


By Contraries his baſe 2 „ 
To be my Tyrant, he's his Subject's Stare. 
To thoſe he fawns with Arts to Which a Man 
Honeſt and Brave would ſcorn to owe a Crown: 
nd, at the Sacrifice of all tis worth, 
Je barcers for a deſpicable Power.. 
Joc. 3 then this inan, Strife ſo many 
C 
The tems 4 Peace are raſteleſs to your 
Thoughts? -_ - 
Is not your generous Spirir large enough 


Jo ire Regard to Pity's render Call, 


And en oa Mother's Tears, and come 

lood ? 
Ant. Ah! if his Soul is Marble to thoſe. Sehs, 
ag I hope . * weaker _ 
k hat 


| 
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Thar Love his happy Siſter once could boat - 
Is loſt, tranſlated to a ſanguine Aim : 


He's charm'd wich Blood, ws: Fearler _ | 


takes, 

And fiery Bohne is bo more 1 
Th' Al enade, the ſoft, endearing B rother 5 
He eyes us both with a diſdaining ä 
Pol. L Add not that Guitt to my afflicted Soul, 


15 Say rather, Siſter; ſay that you are chang d; 
Say that th" Uſarper of my Right and Throne 


Has raviſh'd from me what I valu'd more 
'Than Scepters, Crowns, or Gems, a Siſter's 
Love. 


Ant. Is this che Love you bear me, ee 


Wretch ! 
Jo ſes me plung d in this Abyſs of Woe ; 


A bleeding Shater in my Country's Wounds, 
Wich that unpitying, unredveſſing Heart > 
Pol. Have I not juſter Reaſons to retort / 
Th' 8 Charge on you? Theſe elt 
leas 
Are too too partial on my Rival's fide: 

What you requeſt me, is to rob myſelf, 
— dro drop la Plea, and in return {- 


* 


land Coward on my branded Name 


Tow what an Height of villanous Saceeſs, 

Ye Gods! this curs'd Ereocles has climbꝰd 2 
"Tis your unjuſt Affection to his Crimes 

That irritates my Sword, and ſtings me moſt. 

Ant. Believe not that . Tears from Trea- 
Chery flow, 

They are no Interceſſors for your Foes. | 

T wiſh for Peace, *butwiſh it not on Terms 
That injure you, you have been abſent long, 

And axe a welcome Victor. Ala? 

TWould be Unkindneſs to o-deparc fo ſoon - 


* 


rr rr 
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As your ambitious Warmth would ſpur you 
hend + Th RTE 
Oblige us, Polynices, with your ſtay, 


A few Days longer; give us time to ſearch 


Some Method to procure a bloodleſs End 
To theſe Diſtractions; is a Day of 'Truce 
Too long a Pauſe from Murther and Revenge? 


Is this Requeſt too great to be allow'd ? 


Joc. What Damon urges you to go ſo ſoon? 


Do you deſire Tranquillity, yet grudge 


A ſingle Day to fix the Happy Means ? 

You'll ſee Eteocles diſmiſs his Arms. a 

He'd have you ſee it done, and you refuſe. 
Ant. Yes, Brother, he's of kinder Stamp than 


you; | 
With pious Care he dries my Mother's Grief. 
Our Tears to-day diſarm d him of his Rage— 
Have you forgot you call'd him Tyrant? Think 


Whole guilty Conduct moſt deſerves the Name. 


Pho. The Caſe is not ſo prefling ; but, my 
Lord, | | 


Your Safety may allow the Queen a Day | 


To try and perfect her pacifick Scheme, 
On equal, juſt, and honourable Terms, 


Both to your Country, and your own Renown; 


But ſee ! this Soldier's Countenance and Haſte 
Forebodes the Horror of ſome new Alarms. 


S EDEN SDS NASAL NAN AL 3 
o ß ß 


@ 9 


Enter Officer. 
 Offic. My Lord, the Armies are engag'd, the 


Is vaniſh'd, and the Scene is chang'd to Blood: 


The Thebans, headed by their King and * 
11 id 
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Attack your Army, and diſcard their Faith : 

The bold Hypomedon ſupplies your Abſence, 

And bravely ſtands the Shock of all their Power: 
Pol. Madam, you ſee how much he values. 
| Honour: | 

But Battle he deſigns, tis he Ati 1 

And _ I Ne to meet him. 

[Exit with Phocias and Officer. 
Foc. 2 my Son! 
My Son, my Polynicet, whither ruſh you ? 
Ah! how my Tears and Cries are diſregarded ! ! 
Follow, . and ſtay his Rage; 
nn on Phocias to divide their Swords. 


05 that + Shs which thus * Ruin ab 

Would be contented with Jocaſta"s Fall; 

That ravag d Thebes no longer might bemoan 
Theſe guilty Conteſts for her doubtful Throne : 

How pleas'd her Peace I'd purchaſe with my 
Blood, ! 

: Sluice from my lilꝰral Heart the purple Flood, 

A * Victim to my Country's Goο ;, 


The FaTaL LxGacy, 


— 


* 
* 


Euter Jocaſta and Olympa, al 
— - = 0, 80, Oops, fo chis Te- 


9955 BS Scene, 

6 See i the bloody Combat Kill 

&; 7 Fareed proceeds; F 5 

11 nothing can prevail to ſooth 

their Rage: 

*Tis ſaid that Artaban deſigns to try. 

Oly. On what Deſign he s bent I 1 not 
know; _ 

But an heroick Ardoyr fires bi his Cheeks, | 

And ſome great Purpoſe in his Eyes. 

Tis neꝰ er too late to 25 Pavel to Hope, 

Perhaps ſome Dawn of Comfort yet may riſe. 
Foc. O no, I will not Matter my Diſtreſs, 

'The greateſt Comfort that the Wretched have 

Is to behold their utmoſt Woes at once. 

Go, bring me Tydings of this Day's Reſult. 
Oh. But muſt I leave you in this Solitude ? 


os 
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Joc. This Solitude is a Degree of Bliſs. 

The penſive Cypreſs, and the ſilent Gloom 1h 

Are _ As gas 24 AMiions chuſe; © 

Is not the Stoge- bonſe of celeſtial Rage: 

Exhauſted yet, and muſt I ſtill ſurvive - 

To bear the Tortures of repeated Dearhs, 

Yer be fotbid the Benefit of one? 

How are your Thunders, Oh ye Gods, eee 

Lou cannot ſpare aſingle Bolt on me 7 

If Jam guilty, Juſtice bids you ſtrike ; 

If innocent; Oh! wherefote am I ard.” 13H 

With Life imbitter'd with ſuperior Woes; 

To thoſe the happier favour'd Damn'd bemoan ? 

My greateſt Crime was Ignorance; and that, 

Were you leſs partial, might admit Excuſe. ©: 

I knew not, that this wretched, wretched 300 

Poſſeſs d my Bed; J brought him te "oo 


Arms: 
Yeu bad us deink the Draught of horrid Love;/! 
And you're the firſt to charge us for the SMT. 
Your own Decrees forbad we ſhould avoid. 
If you delight in making Mortals err, 
Can you not chuſe out Laftruments "mongl 


_ -./5:kols i; 
For whom the black enormous Lot has Charms ? 


eee) 
Enter Antigona, ig 


Oh | my 1 what have they 08 7 3 : 
Have they perform d their Frarricide ? On: Y 


peak 
Ant. Malen another Blood fapply'd: the 


Place, 
F And 
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And has reſtor d Tranquillity to you, 

And to the Nation Peace; 5 Peace to us all. 

The Gods are latisfy'd eis done, by Blood 

e worthy of the Stem from "whence it 
ſpra N 

I ——— to Ptren P Phockas and yo Brother, 

But hoſtile Rage had bore em diſtant far: 

I cry'd to ſtop em, and delay their Heat. 

Far from complying, with more furious ſpeed, 

They haſten'd to the Battle. On the Tower 


I ſtood to wait th' aceompliſh d Doom of Thebes. 


Her Citizens throng'd round with Teng | 
Hearts; 10 1808 

And in that diſmal Moment, to th⸗ ns, 

Of all the anxious Crowd, the Youngeſt, ah! 

The Youngeſt of our Line, brave Artaban, 

The worthy Brother of the generous-Phocias, 

And the too glorious Son of ſuch a Father, 

Warm'd for the Reſcue of his ſuffering Country, 


Bravely advanc'd, between th* encountring Hoſts. 


Joc. And did the noble er nn 
The Armies to a Truce? 
Ant. Ceaſe, ceaſe, he cry d, 


. wi a 


Inhuman Fiends, reſtrain your impious ; : 


The Soldiers heard with Awe thi inuſtrious 
Tuouth, | 


And with obedient Speed declin d che F ight. 
| Brothers, attend, ſays he, what Fare Uperees, - 


Expect from me a Period of your Woes: 

Lam the laſt of the Imperial Blood, 

And Heaven requires the Purchaſe of your 
Peace 

From me, receive then from this Part Hand ; 

'The willing Current of this ebbing Blood. ; 

With that receive the Peace it über 7 


The Favar, LE Sex. 43 


And 22 with wel aim d Lance, be ſends 
Soul | : 

T' acquaint the Gods their Orders were obey'd, 
The Thebans, gazing at th expiring Hero, 
Obſerv*d with Dread the noble Viàim die, 
And moan'd their Safety at a Price ſo dear. 
Joc. With equal Horror and Surprize, 1 hear 
| His brave Atchievement of unmateh d Renown, 

And is nor this, ye Gods, Atonement fall © 
And has the Peace an Oppoſition now? 

Sure this ilſuſtrious Victim will ſuffice 
To anſwer your Demands of Theban Blood. 

For, if, as well as Puniſhments, Rewards 
Flow from th” impartial Ballance of the Sky, / | 
What Crimes can fvell to fuch prodigious 

Height, 

But muſt admit an Fxplaciot tiers "AR Hg 
An. Yes, Madam, yes, a Recompenee is ſure, 

To Virtue ſtrong as this ; the lingle Blood 
Of one heroic Patriot is eſteem d 
A Sacrifice more grateful to the Gods 
Than Seas of purple Tides from valgar Veins, ' 


Enter Brcocles and Creon. 


x. IS thus, thy Son, chat Kings road 
"ap Word? 
Eteoc. Madam, this Fight proceeded net from 
me, 
_ from the Soldiers, Argives as well as Thebans: 1 
intermingling accidental Quarrels 
Rate Sad Grder to the Field of Battle. 
The Battle we muſt own was erily bloody, 
And has decided now our jarring Cauſe. 
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When Creor's Son effus d his willing Blood, 
Both the encountring Holts . their Ams; 

This Prince, the laſt of our unhappy Line 
| Bravely. explain'd the Oracle's Intent. 

Joc., Ah, if yourCountry's Love alone enflam 4 

Your 3 Thoughts, and taught your ſwel⸗ 

n 
| To 79 chad ch? inglorious Baics 1 Lie; ; 

Let this Example damp Ambition's Fires, | 
And charm. you to aſcend: the guiltleſs Steps 
Of Honour, and in Fame's eternal Roll, 

To ſhine for ever, ſhine, yet unoblig d 

To lay your valu d Diadem aſide. 

Decline but only for a while your Claim 

To: abſolute Poſſeſſion of the 38 5 --ghri ds 

nd you'll do more than Artaban has done, 

And from your Country. merit Jarger Praiſe.  - f 

os roi Inſtance of his Virtue warms my 
u 

As much as yours, his glorious Dearh creates 
A rival Inclination: Yet howe er 5 
I myſt afure you, Madam, that a Crown OS 
Is deck'd with more engaging Charms than Life, 
A, Thirſt of Immortality has ot 
Lifted the Brave to a Contempt of Death; 
Bur Kings there are but few, that can detcend 
To Pay. Obedience where they have n to 


Tile" Pein 2 * ſhed” the Blood 'the Gods re- 
IT, d; 80222018 
My Foul could not e Guilt refuſe 
11 Iife a Victim to th' endanger'd State: 
And that ſame State that did demand his Blood. ; 
2 5 1 ſhould reign ; and 1 reign Twill, 


. wens Of: e om my 
ul” 
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And if my Abſence only can appeaſe 
Hep Troubles, let her ask it, I reſign. i 
Cre. Since Artaban is dead ; and Heaven would | 
have | 
No Victim but my Son, forbear, Great Sir, 
Jo aggravate my Loſs, in ſeeing you 
Perſiſt in this deteſted War, to riſque 
A Life of ſuch Importance to us all. 
And ſince he dy d for Peace; in pity: grant it: 
Grant i it, my Liege, to Millions of Deſires. 
Eteoc. But, Creon, why ſhould I for Peace de- 
clare? 
Cee. For having been too eager for the Sword, : 
You ſee into what Woes my N is e 7 
One Son is dead. 
Eteoc. His Death muſt be reveng d. | 
Cre. On whom ſhould 1 revenge it ? On the 
Gods? | 
* No, on your Your Foes are Foes 
to Thebes, - 1 
And Foes to me ; on thoſe your Vengeance light. 
2 Ore, dice it, for yours, and ſor my Country- 8 
| ſake 
But Oh, my Lord, amidſt thoſe Foes I find 
Your Brother and my Son: And can I ſpill 
My own, or ſtrike at your more valu'd Life e 
Lours is too ſacred, and my own is dear; 
And muſt I be unnatural or prophane ? 
Shall I be ſtain'd with Blood that I revere, 
Or ſhew the rigid Sire in that I ſhare? 
Foc. Since Creon, thou art flexible at laſt, 
And our Woes touch thy ſympathizing Soul, 
The. Blood of Artaban will ſure prevail. 
Let Thebes aſſure herſelf the generous Act 
Has had its Aim; the Thunder is recall'd, 
Since Fate, a double Prodigy, has chang'd 
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46 The Faral Lear. 
Dinge Creon does invite the Gaddeſs down, 5 | 


By Conſequenee on aber zains. 


He wants the Throne; nor thinks on his Return, 
But with the Enſigus of Imperial Power. 


25030529092905090000055 


Your Mind, the Current of our Blood is ſtaunch d. 
Peace from this Moment uſhers in her Don, 


She'll come and ſhed her ſilver Beams on 7 hebes, | 
The Planet thar has conquer'd:Crex's Soul, 


Let ſuch a Change as this your Ra 

Quit, quit this Chaſe of your Anititjen's i, 

Comfort your Mother, comfort (xeon, ſpare ö 

My Sen to me, and Pharias to his Father. 
8 Howe er you judge it, Madam, 1 muſt 


Your ; be the Maſter of myſelf. - 
You can't but own what Nahmices wants 


Enter Attalus. 55 i 
nah May i pleaſe your Majeſty, „Reue 


come 
From Pohmices ; his Commiſſion a 

To ask an Interview: But for what Rea 

Is told not: He, however, does appoint 

To attend you here, or in the open Camp. 

Cre. Doubtleſs he's weary of this lingring Yar, 
And his Ambition cools to eaſier Terms. | 
By his laft Battle he has learnt to-day, — 
That you're as potent for a lengthen d War, I 
As hee The 4rgive Troops are tir d with Blood: 
Beſides, I've lately: heard his Marriage-Farher, 
Preferring Softneſs, and an eaſy Reign 
To the Fatigues of a ſacceſsleſs. War, 
Has given him Ago, keeping to himſelf 


3 8 


Mycenz * And howe'er his Courage [wells 
Jo brave Atohievements, tis his View to make 
A fair Retreat, and from the doubrful 2 
Draw honourably off. Since then he avlts | 
An Interview, believe he as ks in that 
For Peace; ol Day is the deoiſive Day, 


Either to enl{} or break it off for erer. 

Be it your-Fart to keep him in this . 
/ And ſecond hie Deſign ; permit him all 
That he demanfis, except the Diadem. 
Eieoc. He demands nothing but the Diadem. 
Joc. However ſee him, ſee him, Son, at leaſt. 

Cre. Yes, ſee him, ſince is his OT l You 
: two 2 
Will more conttibute thus to ne og 
The Royal Blood, than all our Schemes contrive, 
And on its proper Baſis fix the Throne. ; 
Eteoe. Let's ſee him then i th Name of all 
the Gods. 
- » Joe. Sxay — ere, and fins hink els Place. 
Eteoc. Well, Madam, be it ſo. Let all en 
Be granted to protect his Perſon. Come, 
Let's go and moet this Hero. e 
Ants. Cern, ah! | Y© 1 
If Thebes | is ſetti'd i in her with'd- for Pricey ty 
"Tis van, and only you compleat the Work, 


[Ex. Jet Exeoe. Aug 
Cre Diſdinful Princeſs | "Tis not your Re: 


guard 
For Thebes thay advakes: your telentiig Hearts 
This ſubtle Soul, that throws its flattering Baits 
On yon. whom once fe view'd: wich Eyes - 

corn, 

Is leſs ebend Gia Pete F my Son. 
Soon ſhall-we ſee if this Imperious Fair, 
rr — this Antigona, 


— 


48 The irie "29/4, 


Will equally deſpiſe a Throne as me. 
Soon as the Gods have pointed out my Crowti, 
And bad me be your King, you'll ſee if Phocias, 
This Rival Son, can diſappoint my Love, [ 
And force Antigona from Creon's Arms. 

Ana}. Who would not, with myſelf, be loſt 

in Wonder, 

At ſuch an unimagin'd Charge: as this: 
That Creon, Creon ſhould declare for Peace? 

Cre. Then 'tis your Thought that I deſign the 

Peace. 

Attal. My Lord, I now believe it, tho? before 
I judg'd it the molt diſtant from your Views: 
Bury your Vengeance in Oblivion's Tomb! 
The dying Artaban, all clad with Blood, 
When for his Country's: Peace he gaſping lay, 
Diſplay'd not more exalted Worth; for hge 
That — the publick Welfare can decline 
A juſt Revenge, dares ſacrifice his Blood. 

Cre. Yes, the err Man that can with ge- 
nerous 
Reſign his — and and his Rage, 
And love his Foe, will find it no great Task 
To court Deſtruction, and be fond of Death. 
But can I fight againſt my riſing Spleen, 
Curb Nature, and be deaf to my Revenge, 
And hold my Shield before my Adverſary? 
My Son to Pohnices ow'd his Death, 
And ſhall I be the Guardian of his 1 ? 
But grant I could renounce the Cauſe of Ver. 
"PBS: geance, hs 
Yet there is ſomething of more Sovereign Price: 2 
Can I forbear to love a Diadem? 
No, no, I am unutterably bent 
Warmly to follow Grandeur and a Crown. 
A. Crown firſt kindld my exalted Aim; 
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Ny Anceſtor's great Blood oonducts me up, 
The Royal gs leads me to a T — 
With my fixſt dawiiing Eyes Haw its Luſtre, 
Play'd with the Scepter in my: Infant Hands, 
And fix d my Hopes upon the Royal Robesss- 
I blow theſe Royal Brothers quenciiltſs Hate, 
And my Ambition authodizes theirs ; ss: 
I make Etaocles uſurp the Throne 
The better to ſecure it to myſelt. 
Anal. But why, if War s ſo proſperous to 
your Schemes, m, ꝝ ͤ!] Jeet i) 
Why do you urge them to forbear their Arms? 
Why, if their Jars do favour your Deſignoa, 
Do your myſterious Counſels wiſh their nion? 
- Cre. Becauſe continu'd War deſtructive proves 
To more than to my Foes, and angry Fate 
Turns all my own Artillery agaĩnſt me. | 
On my Account the War did firſt commence, 
When, for the Torture of my Soul, my Son 
Abandon'd me to follow Pahnic em,, 
And I became a Foe to my own Blood. | _ 
In ſhort, I on that very Day diſſolvͤ iq 
The Truce, I kindl'd all the Camp to ruſm 
To fight; both ſides were beaten, but at laſt 
My Son turns Deſperado, ſpills his Blood, 
And ceas'd the War I forwarded : But {till 
Another Son remains, and I muſt own 
J love him, tho' rebelliqus-aghhe is: 


Nay more, the only Rival'of Schemes. 


* 


- 


J would deſtroy my 


7 


Foes, age yet not him: 


Th' 1 30 would. be: at to loſe two 
ons. EN | 


The Hatred of the Princes ſwells too high 

To think they'll ever ſoften into Love. 

Ell ſtill augment the Venom, fret the Sore, 

That bath ſhall rather "Ha than embrace. 
L Attah, 


5+ And yet, Sir, you' ve pri hal "the. 
Means 5 ſhould. - po : 
Cre. All other Foes bear tranſitory Rat Wt Fib 
But when the Links of Nature are diſſo * 
There's nothing can repair the furious Nel 1. 
A Brother's Hatred ſwells to cthꝰutmoſt ne, 
But Diſtance ſtill diminiſhes their — 3. bit 
Let it not ſhock. you then at my De ign; Ant: 
When J propos d. their Meeting, it was — vIFg 
That at each other's fight, the kindl'd Spleen 8 
With — F — may revive, 3% 307 
Should, be — "Object of your Dread. 7 
For thoſe who plume with an ul Tres 4 
Crown. 
Ark loaded more with Curſes, than 3 its Gems: | 
Cre. No, Attalus, when ſert!'d on a Throne, 
And Royal Purple awes the kneeling Subject, 
Far other Thoughts poſſeſs Imperial __ * 
Remorſe is erer from the regal er 


— 


Let 1 my 8 Genius Miſe 


$f agrees Saure 7 4) 
bY | Z * (Exeune. 


I know 
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The uncopteſt 


yield 
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HIS is the Place aſſign'd, 


175 and here we'll wait 


His coming, but bear Wit- 
neſs that I ſwear 


el \ 5 He ſhall gain nothing 7 
enz lie this Interview. 
. wn $ ices. p oy . 
The ſettl id Malice of his oanker d Mind: 80 
And as for me, I'm parallel with, 1 5 
Hatred, tho he was compos d of Gal. 
Cre. But ſhould his Basen, condeſcend to 


% 


Lou can't but ceaſe your, Angeri in return. 
Eteuc. L cannot anfwer Aut my Heart will 


14 
— 


then 81 8 Fl 
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Leſſen its own Reſentment ; tis eternal. 
1s is leſs his Pride than Perſon that I hate: 


280 Recipro fret 
— 2 nate Spleel 


| as * _ iy ny — d at their 
| asks. 
But now the Infant Malice is Mature, 
And ſhall perhaps continue in the Tomb. 
Fm ſorry that he quits the Empire now; 
No, no, I'd have him fly, and not retire. 
OT 1 would: not hate him thus by halves. 
Nay, if my Skill . you'll find that it 


Het keeps a Vultu re's the 18 
« Hs is 111. kunden Hopes ſtill that way 
1 4 


ande high, great Sir, ard learn kim Eg Nliftake 
| | He of himfaf and furious as he feels, 
| -Infenfible to Right, or Reaſon's 2 


ew Him the pointed Ste fred: 
| 25 reuſon beſt. Teac gag 


| F11 be: the firſt to ſans : the Sword; 8 


3 tho”. ave my Vote to clofe tie War. 
Voroit ap tlie Scepter ſhould be yours; 
Per ever let tlie 1 3 
Never, Oh! never let che Sword be/ſlieath'd, 
Til Pezce with 'Polnives is corifiem'd 
1 On Terms leſs cruel to ourſelves or Ig ( 
| His Preſenee would envenom all our Joys; © 
E | ©" GireW dur Sight, great” Sir, and RE Wat, 
8 More grateful th 
E bel People have made me their Oracle": 


mY 


'the Charms of ſuch a Peace. 
My 


. Barn“ Wend 5 
dur Words ure rheirs, and Pm the Mouth of 


Submit not at chis ighnorhintns Price: 28 115 
To give to Thebes a Peace ſhe ſcorns to take: 
Maintain the 'Phrone'for her and for yourſelf, 
And let us have'cheMontroh woidefire. 4 856 
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Euter Artatus; 


| Vieoe: Wel, Attalls, my Brot ly +is OY 

Attal. Yes, with che Queen ati "Princeſs he 
attends you, 

* may em then enter. now m boiling 


eaves any” 22 Heart at his Aer pg 


Oe. Ah, here he is. F ortune l my 


ET My Witte bare their fun Enjoyment 


Frbin t e propitions Stars Fitak no tore; he 
Since they! have granted me my Ages Prayer, 
In the reſtoring Botli of you together 
You ſee, Eteocles, you ſee your Brother 

After the Abſerice of two Years returt'd 

To tie fame Palace Where you bockt were bom; 7 
And E by a pecutiar Tur A 
And Kindneſs of the Gods beyond my Hopes, 


5 


En 


vo — 
8 rr b 


Can now embrace you both, and both together. 
Begin, begin, my Son, begin th*Embrace. 
Whence come theſe cloudy Brows and gloomy 
The one attends till the other will begin; 
And in the Affectation of the Honour 
Of taking and not giving the Embrace, 
Both heſitate, and neither will be firſt. 
Strange Folly, unaccountable Ambition! 
Where the moſt Surly paſſes for a Brave; 
'Tho' he that conquers in this fooliſh Struggle, 
Inſtead of an Applauſe ſhould bluſh at lach A 
e Conqueſt. 2h, 353-1995; 1 
He that's firſt conquer d is the generous Hero, 
-Merits by being vanquiſh'd Let us ſee - : 
Which has the greateſt Courage, who's the firſt 
That can ſubdue his Spleen, and give th Embrace. 
What, neither ſtir? Your Duty's to advance, 
r aan awd [ zo Ereocles. 
And ſince he comes from far you ſhould begin. 
Come, Polynices, then do you begin, : 
And ſnew him how—— 5 
Eteoc. Why this myſterious Talk? 
Madam, all theſe Embraces ſhew no more 
Than bending Poppies, or the bowing Reeds, 
That only take their Motions from the Wind; 
Or couchant Flatterers, that mean no good 
When they careſs you, and the Ponyard's hid. 
E'en let him ſpeak, explain himſelf, and leave 
Me to repoſe and canvaſs what he ſays. 
Pol. What need I farther to explain my 
Thoughts? 1 , 
They may be known by what has paſs d already. 
War, Tumults, Battles, ſuch a Sea of Blood, 


SBiutfciently declare the Throne s my Due, .,. 


Etac. 


hs — 
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Eteoc. This War, theſe Tumults, Battles, and 
this Blood 
That has fo often purpl'd Theban Ground, 
All theſe ſufficiently declare the Throne 
Is mine, and while I breathe, ſhall not be thine. 
* Poo know & that thou un juſtly art poſ- 
ſeſs d. 
Eteoc. In juſtice ps if 1 chk but you. | 
* If you would pull me down, 1 too may 
all. E 
 Eveoc. And if by thy curs'd Hands che Gods | 
ſhould plague me, | 
Yourſelf ſhall ſhare the Ruin you create. 
Joc, How cruelly have you deceiv'd-me, Gods ! 
Have I not preſs'd this fatal Interview, 
And is't to diſunite em {till for ever? 
Ah, Children, ah, is this your Method, thus 
To talk — Peace, and — cement your  Feuds ? 
uit, in the Name o e, your tragic Thoughts; 
Nekindle not thoſe Diſcords that are paſt; ; 
You are not here as in an hoſtile Field; ; 
Am ] the Cauſe of your revivi 1 8 Quarrels? | 
Think on the Place where firſt you drew your 
0 
Has not its Sight ſoine Awe upon you Minds ? 
 ?Tis here, tis here you firſt beheld the Sun, 
And enter'd in the Catalogue of Princes; 
All this ſpeaks nothing here but Peace and Love; 
'Theſe other Princes, and your Siſter too, 
Abhor you for a Hatred ſo unmatch'd. 
And even I myfelf, who for you both 
Beyond maternal Agonies ſuſtain'd ; 
I, who would die to re-unite you. Ah, 
They turn their Heads aſide, diſdain to hear, 
And no more liſten to the Voice of Nature. 


And you, whom I n d of ſofter Soul. [ zo = 
0 * 


Thebes — with ReaſorfTuch pee 


* he Jamar 
Hol. Tiſeek for nougbt but bar hinſel en. 


And wj Perjury he Can't detsin 3 ach 7:0 

The Throne, and langer har m of aden, 

* — |Extremity of Juſtice ſametimes is 

—g pert Injury. TDhe "Phrone 
8, your Due; but you, we four; © 

r .certurh:3t.. Will you ne OY 


Cana frmperkting-this tinnntxnnt Sites, * Bo 


% 


Will you without Compaſſion ravage all; 


the Realm with a Prerence. to gain PEP 
And would your Reign begin on Carcaſſes? 
ter d Hand; / 
That fills. her City with / her ſlaughter d Sons, 
Will ſhe obey your arbitrary LAW, 11 


Who was her Tyrant &'er you was.her King! on H 


And came not «lad in Purple, hut in BlaodqQQ. 


Gods, if tis uſual thus arheh. Greatneſs comes, 


The Dignity attracts a Tram of Crimes 
= VirtoeSakay: the be, ke hey! rĩſe in Grandeur, 

what will you n yau come to reign, 4 
Since — un eV'n before che Crown N : 
Del. Well; af Tm: cruel, eis nat my Deſire 81 

Others Injuſtice *cis that makes me ſov | 


Of my o Actions Tm narMaſtes, they fr 


=o — me ao — eat abe Guile. 


40 pants 12 aue ae res Seite Blood A 


Has been already -roo profuſely ſhed, T1 1593 mA 
And I, to tem dhe fatal Current, here 2 


Addreſs mè do the Author of her Ws, By 
And vow their Period from thy Blood or mine. 1 


. ——— IE rio on Ber 
H q = 
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Tis TOR and otily thus the War can end: 
For this I ask d the Interview. Prepare, 
Prepare, Uſurper, to maintain the Wrong 
That thou haſt done me ; ter thy Courage ſpeak 
£0. | 
( Whilſt from our fingle Swords Thebes waits her 
Doom) 
Worthy the Empire thy 10 juſtice holds.” 
; _ Wich Tranſ ſport 1 Adee the glorious 
r, 
Nay, if twas poſſible my Nature could 
Admit of Pack a a Change, Talmoſt love "Ol 
For bearing Thoughts (6 Caired to my own 5 
Nearer ally'd by Hatred than by Birth L 
I now believe thee worthy to diſpute © | 
The Sceptre that becomes the Hand char! 8 d 
'To Steel, and I'II preſent you with its Edge. 
Joc. Wi ich the fame ſpeed, ye Brace of Vipers, 


come... * 


And in the Breaſts you luck d firſt plunge your 


Swords.” 
Have you. no Awe, that tens you I'm your Mo- 


ther? 
And trace you not from that Relation, Ties / 
As near to Polynices ? Would you break em? 
Will you perſiſt in thirſting for his Blood? 
Begin, and ſearch it to its Source in W 
T am the common Enemy of both; | | 
mo muſt be ſhar d berwixr us. Scrike, Reibe 
ame; 

Tour Vengeance muſt to both or neither reach; 
No ſing le Guille is worthy of your _ BENT 

Defire® your Mother, or Fan your Foes. 
If Honour ſwells your Veins, or Virtue charms, | 
Barbariali, bluſh at this infernal Phrenzy: 

Or if you are o reſoly d to mate with Devils, 

= Bluſh 


— 
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Bluſh. that your Folly only ſins by Halyes; 
Call it not Duty that reſtrains your Hands 8„ 
In ſparing me 3 take care of doing that, 
For I may have my Fit of Ne too. 
Is't thus, O Polmices, that you treat 
Your. Mother? * | 
Pol. Tis my ' Country that I f pare. . | 
Joc. And kill your Brother > 
Pol.. Tis a ee only. SE 
That I would puniſh. 
Joc. And his Death, alas! 
Will render you more culpable than he. 
Pol. | 1 would Fol have me league dich 
my : 
Sign to my "own Diſhonour, give Conſent 
That he ſhould ſhine. with the imperial Beams, 
A pro 11 75 terreſtrial Sun, from Court to Court 
iu muſt ſtray, to hoſpitable Panges, 4 
penſionary nth ? Shall I prove 
in — and ſo meekly good, 
ns 4 Slave to Laws that he diſdains! 4 
Ms ught of utmoſt Horror and Diſgrace ! ! 
5 e ut if the King of Argos OI beſtow ; 
A Crown upon you? | | 
Pe. Muſt I ſearch, a Crown | nr 
From foreign Hands, When Fate allots me this 2, 
In my Alliance to that generous Prince, 
Shall 7 ſhew nothing but an empty Title, 
The Shadow of a Ring? Or ſhall I owe 
To his fole Bounty a precarious Throne? 
I won't, debaſe the Blood from whence I ſprang; 5 
adam, in Juſtice to your own Renown, og 
Where I:derive my Birth, I'll owe my Sceptre. 
Joc. Whether a Marrias 65 or a Natural Father 
Preſents you this, tf 1 Value is i Hl lame, * 


10 8. 
14 6 41 
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Pol. Madam, the Difference would be vaftty 


wide; 


Jaa F 7 


One would pronounce me Slave, the other Ki ng. 


What, muſt my Grandeur from a Female Sprin 
Reſale. the Purchaſe of a Woman's Smile po 2 
It is beneath my Honour to admit 
A Title ſo effeminate: A Crown 
From Cupid's Hand is deſpicably worn, 
The ſordid Conſequence of an Embrace, 
And muſt on each Love-Quarrel be withdrawn. 
Lil ope* myſelf a Paſſage to a Throne 
Or never mount one; and if e'er I ſhould, _ 
I'll fill it uncontroul'd. 'As for my Subjects, 
They ſhall be Subjects in the ſtricteſt Senſe, 
No Law, no Arbitrator but their King; 
For I myſelf will govern all myſelf. | 
Madam, I'll either be no King at all, 
Or I'll exert him in th*unbounded View: 
my Blood's Title gives me not the Crown, 


I will appeal to nothing but my Sword. 
Joc. From your own Courage then derive one, 
blaze . | | 


Above th'unactive Worth of common Sovereigus, 
A Monarch of your own Advancement; wreathe 


Your Brow a Crown of Worth from brave Ex- 


And let your Actions ſhine amidſt its Gems. 
Diſplay a Diadem of Laurels, won 
By your illuſtrious Merit; intertwine _ _ 
'The Monarch's Purple, and the Hero's Fame. 
Muſt this Ambition which beſpeaks you born 
To Ends more glorious, thus to Limits bend, 
And deign t'accept an Empire of a Tear? 
Seek, ſeek a Throne you only may aſcend ; 
A thouſand Sceptres glitter to your Sword, 
Without polluting em with Royal Blood, 
| 1 H 2 Or 


600 The Fara LEcact. 
Or mounting to em over Theban Carcaſſes. 
Such Triumphs I myſelf will firſt exktol; 
And ev'n your Brother will unite his . 
Jo aid ſuch honourable Conqueſts. 
Pol. You'd have me buſy d in a Fairy Dance 
After imaginary Crowns, reſigg 
To this baſe Rival of my Royal Hopes, 
The ſweet Poſſeſſion of one certain here. | 
Joc. Tt you would wiſh him ſuch a Cloud of 
Woes, 
If you would ſeek Reven; ge, you have it here. 
Yourſelf advance him to the thorny Height : 
'This Throne was always an Abyſs of Horror ; 
Ten Thouſand circling Precipices ſhew 
Repenting Royalty its raſh Miſtake : 
Your Father, and the Kings his Anceſtors, 
No ſooner mounted, but with headlong Ruin 
Fell ſydden Victims to Ambition's Guilt. 
"= oy. I ſhould meet the 'Thunder of the 


Td chitker rather mount than oreep on Earth. 
My Heart, as emulous of thoſe Royal Wrevches, 
Would bravely raiſe itſelf, and join their Fall. 

Eteoc. I'll ſpare you ſuch a notional Diſtreſs, 
And fo renown'd a Fall. | 
Pol. Thy Ruin firſt _ 
Shall pen me to regret my own the leſs. T 
Joc. My Son, his Reign is * to the 
evans. 
Pol. Yet, Madam, tis deteſtable to me. 
Joc. He numbers all the People on his ſide. 

| Pel. And I the Gods on mine. 2 

1 Eteoc. The Gods decreed 

To give your vain Pretenſions to the Wind; 

| Since they have led me up to th' Empire rt. A 

|} e 


\ 
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Well they foreſaw when they had made this 
Choice, | | 
That thoſe who once poſſeſs d the Reins of State, 
Are deaf to all Perſuaſions to deſcend. 
Ne'er ſaw we but one Maſter on the Throne; 
Howe er extenſive, tis too ſtreight for two. 
udge then if all the Hurricane of War 
his Wretch has coſt me, does not amply ſhew 
'The Crown can ne'er become the Heads of both. 
Pol. And as for me, thy Perſon's ſo abhorr d, 
I'd not partake with thee the common Air. 
Joc. Go, Wretches, go, 
And execute your meditated Murthers. 
Since then I can't diſſuade, I'll ſhew the way: 
Io this infernal Duel lead two Fiends, 
That are my Sons. Why heſitate you? Go, 
And ſtrive t' outdo your helliſh Anceſtors ; 


Shew, in your mutual Madneſs, ſhew you're 


Brothers: | 

'The blackeſt Crime did introduce you both 

To the abhorring Sun, and frighten'd Nature. 

No longer I'll condemn the horrid Fury 

That ſpreads its Venom thro' your feſter d 
Veins; 2, . 

No longer have I Pity or Remorſe, 

For any Branch of my corrupted Blood : 

By your Example I'm become a 'Tygreſs, 

Into a Savage turn'd ; I've ſhook off Nature; 


And I, I'll point you out your way to Death; 


[ Exit, 
ak 1 Stars, what farther Woes do I be- 
| Old | 
Pho. Alas! can nothing move em? Princes! 
Ant. Brothers! 
Eteoc. Let's name the Place far this deciſive 
Pol. 


Sw 


| 
; 
) 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Pal Thou ſtialt not have Occaſion to upbrald 


My tardy Rage. Let's fly. Farewel Siſter. 


Ereoc. Fare wel Princeſs. [Ex. Pol. aud Eteoc. 
| Aut. Guards, ſtop em, force em to return, 
Join your Entreaties and your Woes with mine, 
Tis cruel now to pay em your Obedience. 
_ * Madam, there's nothing can retard their 
| J 4 
| Hr, ! Hens Plas, Hs you Aloe 


That T am ſuppliant now. I beg, conjure you, 


- 


If Virtue is your Aim, if ſtill undone 


Antigona has Share within your Heart; 


F there's a Method can this Storm remove, Y) 
Now, #ow'*s the Time your Paſſion to approve ; & 
Save them and me, and then II own you love. l 


ry * 


w «\ * * 


Fs * 
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9 „„ »» 1 eng 2 9 
” . . x 


W 
Enter Jocaſta, Raving and Bloody. 

NY F F, Wretches, off, and leave 
A - 


D me to enjoy . 
=O. The pleaſing Horrors of my. 
bhaſt'ning Fare. 
lou ſay you will have Blood, 
„„ f ooo 
And here is ſome that's worthy your Demands. 
My Sons ſhall not be fayour'd to engroſs 
The Guilt of Murther to themſelves alone, 
Jam reſolv'd to have my horrid Share. 
| Laius! Son! Husband! execrable Kindred ! 
Unbar th' infernal Gates to give me Entrance. 
et your dark World exult at my Approach, 
And all Hell's Roof reſound, Jocaſta comes! 
How's this! methinks the very Fiends avoid me! 
Unwilling to cohabjt with a Gueſt © © 
Renown'd for Guilt ſo much, beyond their 2 — 


* is 


0 
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Turn not away, my Oedipus ] I come hot. 
To tempt you to the Crime of new Enibtices; | 


But purge away the Foulneſs of our paſt: 


Is Death ſo deaf he needs a ſecond Summons 3 
This purple Current flows ſo ſlowly forth, 
That it ſeems loth to leave my er'd Veins. 
Hark ! ſome officious Foes will force Life on me: 


But thus to diſappoint *em.—{Stabs herſelf again. 


Ae 
Enter Antigona, Olympa, and omen. 


Ant. Blaſt my. Eyes | YE 
Blind as my Father, let me ſtray for ever, 


Rather than ſee this Sight! Conſummate Hor- 


. ror! 
Support her, call Aſſiſtance, O my Mother! 
Joc. Away, away, I want not mortal Help. 


No, rather call the Furies to my Aid, 


Let them accompany my Journey down 
To their own Regions. Ha! is that my Daugh- 
„ er 3 : C 
Thou ſeeſt my Life on its departing Graſp; 
Yet I'd do * for thee——— Greatly 
thought! | . i A 
By all my Fondneſs for thee, I will leave thee 

A Legacy more worth than thouſand Empires, 
This Dagger If thy Woes ſhould e'er ariſe _ 
To vie with mine, uſe it as I have done. [Dies. 
Ant. Dire Preſent !— If my Woes ſhould e'er 
. ariſe [Takes up the Dagger. 
To vie with thine, uſe it as thou haſt done. 
Oh Queen! Oh Mother! This diſtracting Sight 
Makes 'em already equal to thy own, 3 
And it is time to take thy Counſel now. * 
| y 
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Why do I loiter then, 8 4 thus? 


Why cannot I purſue the Perth 2 101 24 17 | 
What Motive keeps 0 855 Aue k back , | 
My flau; beer 'd Kin ed wi 0 in F ace dark 


197 00; 
Wait my Arrival, with 1 ere, tell me 
*Tis 1 J Phocias k NEFA) me hogring here. 
Les, I ne my. unreſo lving Soul 13} 2 1 19 0 
Declines at Phocias' Call, the diſmal Brink, 
But lo! the dreadful Tygings, of f rhe Duel} te 


—— 
Enter Aleander. 7 04 1 1 
82H 14 


| Aland, you have ſeen the Combat » 99 
Alc. Madam, no. 137 2 
By your Command I haſten'd,. bee; in vin, 
TwWas all decided. But by the Reports 
Of the tumultuous Crowd, the King's no wore, 
And Polynices is the Conqueror bob + 351 
They add, that Phocias* interpoſing Am it) 
Suſp ended for a while the doubtful Fizht: 
But Fate, and the two Princes uenatlls { 
Hatred, : 
Made the Endeavours of his Virtue van. 
Ant. 1 doubt it not; as generous as — 
Phocias could never ſtand with tardy Sw] ord 
An unoppoſing Witneſs to their Crimes, 
Was it in Valour to prevent their Fates 
1 55 had done it; but their Fiend-like Fury 
Vas not to be extiggrich d but by Blood. 
Oh! gloriqus royal Race! to diſtant Times 
Thy wrerched Fame ſhall paſs unrival'd downs 
The Pb... Princes of the Earth ſhall reg 
has ba: Annals wel deteſting Eyes. 6 
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0 Polynices ! thy abhorr'd n 
Has for its Puniſhment obtainꝰd a Throne 
Where none will envy thy. Poſſeſſion, none 
Plume with ambitious Hopes to be thy Heir. 
Oh. Vet Fortune has in this been lels' ſevere ; 
Had Polhnices, whoſe : more favourite Claim 8 
Jour anxious Boſom held in moſt regard, Oat ot 
Been the ſucceſsleſs Combatant, you then 
Would have had Reaſon to lament his Fall, 
- More than his Conqueſt now. ; 955 
Ant. Olympa, no. 
”Tis true, he ſhar d the Friendſhip of my Soul, | 
And left his Brother but the ſecond Place 
In my Eſteem ; and that by which he gain'd 
My Heart the more, Was that he was > moſt vir⸗ 
tuous, ON gn | b. 
As well as Wr 9 But i now 
From this Succeſs he leſſens to my Vie c:; 
The brave, th oppreſs d, the virtuous Polynices 
Is in the Murtherer's impious Triumphs loſt. 
Hence I diſcard him from my loathing Breaſt; 
His laughter d mee s Shade ſupplies | his 
In being weetched; he? 's beende belov d. 


ooo DDD 


on Euter Creon. 


1 


Ge, Why this is” more [chi my Aupbieied 
Wind. [Looking at Jocaſta. 
M Sitter breathleſs! Wel, there's one the leſs 
Left to upbraid me with my Guilt's Succeſs. 
But to my Purpoſe with the Princeſs 1 now. 

I need not.” — Antigona!' enquire 
r new AM liction Waters thoſe bright Eyes! 
ince 
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Since the ſad Cauſe is here too well explain! d. 
Ah, Madam, now tis true the Gods are cruel! 
Aut. Creon, impute this Chain of Ills to none 
But to their Author, and from thence abhor 
Thy own infernal Arts, and. gloomy Mind. 
A Victim to thy Pride my Brother fell: 1. 
Add not Prophaneneſs to thy other Crimes; 1 7 
Blame not the Gods, nor lay it on the Stars; 704 
There's not one Planet Partner in the Guilt, 
You to this fatal Duel led the King; 
He follow d your Advice, Death follow?d * 
But think not thou ſhalt triumph unpurſu d. 
By angry Juſtice and th* offended Gods: 
Read in my, Brother's Fall thy own, nor hope” 
T' eſcape thy Share of Woe. 
Cre. - this Day s Slaughter | 77 
1 have already felt it, ſince dandemn boos rift 
To mourn 5p Sons, a8 two Brothers. 
Ant. Ah! 
My Brothers and your Sons! I'rh' Name of 
Heaven 
Where tends this Myſtery. of Horror ? Cakes ir, 
While yet I have remaining Life to hear thee, 
Reſolve the Fears thy oe have rais 0 wirh- 
g in me. pt - Ick 6 5 
Tell any but the King? 
Cre. Now, now's the Tune. 
To pay myſelf my promis d Score of Vengeance 
For her Neglect of all my Vows of Love. 
I will refine upon the ſhocking Tale, 
And make the horrid Scene more horrid ſtill: 
And wound. her in her very tend'reſt Pare, EY 
Her fooliſh Paſſion for my rebel Son. { A/ide. 
Alas ! your Boſom has as yet eſcap'd 


The Wounds this ſanguine e will give i it. 
IA S 


. c PR ds» 
68 The Farar 'Lecxcy, 

Au, I know that Polynices bore away 
The Laurels of their impious Combat, Mob ; 
That Phocias ſtrove to ſeparate their = | 
But ſtill he ſtrove in vain. * OT TG 

Cre. Hew Phocias* Name 
Quick riſes on her Tongue! Her ati Hear 
Is moſt ſolieitous to know' his Doom: 
Make chat the Hint to torture her, good Brain. 

i o: 18 5 0 Aſide. 
Madam, the Fight ws more 6 inliitghd 110 2 | 
Than Thought card image to the worſt Deſpair. 
Death made a Barquet; its rapacious Jaws 5 85 
Diſdain'd to take a ſingle Victim in 
Fre Rage with "Which: Jour” Brothers parted 
1 hence, e nge, 
1 Wing' d 'em impatzein to the Place of Gomblt; 
1 Between both Camps they choſe the horrid Sp ot. 
How they began the Fight, ye Furies pea it; 
Jou only can relate, what only you iti 
Who, tho” of Hearts of Adamant, but i 
Their erty Temper, melting to bekol, 
Nature thuz'butther'd by her impieus Sons! 
The Rage of Lyons, when in Hunget's Pangs 
They from each other's Talons ſnatch the Prey; 
The Force of Whirlwinds, and the Rot of Seas, 
Are to the Heat of this Encountet calm 
Ant. Good Heavens! And vere. there none 
5 that durſt exertt 
The Patriot, and oppoſe their Heli Alm W 
Cre, All that his Valour, or your own Com- 
mands 

Could urge him to, th ankippy Phocias try. 

Undutiful and Rebel as he was 

His Fate demands the ſoftning Father's Grief. 

He threw himſelf between their Fury, join'd - 
Force with Entreaties to divert the Deaths 


Their 


With Rage redoubl 
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Their lifted Sabres threaten d to exchange. 

His valiant Friendſhip was repay d with Threats; 

Still he perſiſted; till at laſt the King 

Puſh'd his fierce Javelin with accurſt Succeſs ; . 

And whether ar his Brother or my Son, 

He aim'd its fatal Fury, Phocias fell 

A Martyr to his Virtue and his Love. 

"Thanks to my good Invention, I've diſpatch u 

My Rival; give her Time to reliſh that, 

And my own Love may take a better Turn. 

[ Afrde. 
Arr. Poiſon Diſtraction! But no more, my 
Heart; 
Down, Down, and keep thy ſwelling Anguiſh in, 
Nor let this Hypocrite inſult thy Woes. 


Cre. Faintly diſcerning me, with ebbing Voice 


And ſoft'ning Tone, he cries, I die too happy 
To have this Honour in my parting Breath, 
'To die for ſuch a Princeſs as Antigona. 
Nor. fell he unreveng d, for Polynices 
d for his flaughter'd Friend, 

At laſt fore? d doubtful Fortune to his Side, 
The 1805 receiv d a Thruſt that pierc'd his 

DIC 


” And Conqueſt flew on \ Polnices* Plume. 


Aut. Then Polynices triumphs ? 
Cre. Princeſs, no. 
Puff d with his dire Succeſs, the Conqu' ror 
view d 
His Royal Victim with inſulting Eye, 
And ſeem'd to feed with Tranſport on his Blood. 
Now, Tyrant, fays he, now "ay Kingdom's 
mine, 
See Conqueſt and ſee Empire | in my Hand. 
Go to the Shades all cover'd with a Bluſh 
At the Succeſs of my victorious Arm; 


And 
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And yet, to aggravate thy dying Gaſp, , 
Traitor, remember that thou dy 't ay; Subject 
Ant. 0 horrible to Nature! _ | 

Cre. Thus he ſtood 3 „ 1 
Th' inſulted King, with Glowings of 13 
Obſerv'd his Pride, and feigning inſtant Death, 
Enſnar d thꝰ exulting Conqueror to his Reach; 
And in that Moment, when the inhuman Brother 
Stoop d eager to diſarm th' expiring King, 
He goo him to the Heart, and ſtraight his 

u 
Glurred with Vengeance at th' accompliſh'd 
| 5 | 
Ruſh'd from its Corſe, and 1 with Joy a ny 
While Pohnices, at the fatal Wound 
Groan'd deep, and furious, made his Tour be- 
1 

Ant. The dread Narration is concluded now. 
But, Creen, know the Oracle's Intent, 
Is left unfiniſh'd yet; our Royal Kindred 
In vain have bled, in vain have paid their Debt 


To Fate's Demands: Heaven's Vengeance Rill 


impends 
O'er Thebes, while we "=P but ou, indeed, 
Have ſomething may allure you to uſtain ITY 
The Guilt of Life, the Kingdom now is yours: 


Unrival'd you aſcend the Royal Steps, | 
The Throne waits for you, and | the People call 


ou. 
Go, . poſſeſſion of your traitorous Purchaſe, 
And ſatisfy their Wiſhes and your own. 3 
Cre. You bid me, Princeſs, to enjoy my 
Wiſhes, 


Tis in your power alone to EC me do it, 


Tis not the empty Throne to which they tend, 
Unleſs you d deign to be my Partner there. 4 ; 
ut, 


— 
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42 1 would refuſe it from the Gods them- 
\ i — 
And dare you offer me the impious Bribe ? 
Cre. I know this Summit of Imperial Pride 
Has, in the Circle of its Glory, nought 
But finks beneath the Luſtre of your Eyes. 
I'm conſcious, I'm unworthy of the Bliſs, 
To which my Love aſpires. But ſhew me, 
„ -. | | 
Th' illuſtrious Path thre? which I may arrive - 
At the deſerving Height, and by the Gods 
Alcides* Toils ſhall be outdone by mine. 
Ant. Would you atone the Miſchiets you have 
Vrought, 
By worthy Means farmonag my juſt Diſdain, 
Thee is one way; — obſerve, and copy me. 
Cre. What would I not reſolve for ſuch Re- 
wards |! 
T am impatient to be happy bleſs me 
With your Commands. 
Ant. They ſhall attend you ſoon. [ Exit. 
Attal. Think you, ”Y Lord, her Hate will be 
_remov de? © f 
Cre. Think you ſhe's like her Sex? She's 
mine as firm 
As my Extravagance of Love could wiſh. - 
She pauſes, ſhe deliberates, ſhe yields— 
Well-manag'd-Story of her Lover's Death! 
That Maſterpiece of Thought has gain'd me all ul 
Dear Attalus, my Fortune's in her Zenith, 
Shines full Meridian, and in perfe& Noon. [3% 
T ask'd of Heaven a Princeſs and a Throne, fi] 
It gave a Seepter and Antigona. 9H + 
| And, in one Day to erown my Head and Love, 
It made two jarring Paſſions aid my Schemes. 


It lenify 'd the Siſter to my Hopes, Fel” 
| And 
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And harden'd. the two frrothars : it enhanc d 
And whetted their Reſentments, ſoften'd hers, 


And at once gave me Saban FP the Türmen 


And ro her Heart. 5 
Attal. Tis true, my gracious Lord, . 
All things ſeem proſperous to your Win 


ut 

Cre. But I iIl allow no Qbſlacle to bar 

The glorious Proſpect of my coming Joys. 

No, let me plunge into a Sea of Tranſport, 

Diſplay a Mind deſerving my Succeſs; 

Diſcourſe of what I've gain d, not what I 6 

Talk of my Throne, talk of my Antigona. - 
„ My Lord, behold Alcander drown” din 

be LET | | Ter 208 


c EIT. c 8 
Euter Alcander. 


Al. Horror on Horror! 
Cre. What portend theſe Sounds 5 
Reſolve me, is Antigona the Cauſe? | 
"Ale. Alas! my Lord, your Fears faggot too 
true. 
Cre. Then Heaven is Heaven no more; 70 ir 
cannot be. 
Alc. Soon as the pared bende, as if her Mind, 
Had long before. * d the bloody Deed, 
With the ſame Ponyard that th ins Queen 
| Bequeath'd her as a ou £0 bY 
Juſt in the laſt Neceſſit Woe, 8911 
Her dauntleſs Arm . Paſſage to her Heart. 
See where ſhe welters in her Blood, and dies 
Like ene on Snow. Ne er did Dean 
| Look 12255 800 ; 
Sa 


So ſhocking and ſo beautiful hefe. 


Cre. Well then, thou' rt fled, thou ſoornful 


Beaut „ fled : Hiftacgno 492 U 
Thy cruel eit haſt darken d col bricht Exesy 


And Aw" em from the Says: ae 1 


Diſdainful Girl! you haſten'd to: the Grave, 


More to ſhun Creon, than td follow Phocias. 


Curſt Polic 25 by my own Arts undone! 
And did 1 fei gn his Death for this Event? 
Think not, Sroud Beauty, to eſcape me thus 


Il follow you below; from Gloom to Gloom 


I'll go, and ſpite of you, I'll gaze upon you; 
And you ſhall always have before your Eyes 
The Objes of your Hatred and Diſdain. 
My Sighs ſhall always eccho Love and Wae, 
And tell my Paitis to your unwilling Ears, 
And if they cannot ſoften, ſliall torment. 


Attal, Alas! my Lord, I tremble to OE 


The deſperate: Rage that flaſhes from your Eyes 
Cre. Hence with thy e Fears. ap 

Dæmons fear?” 

I'm turn'd one Furies, Vengeance, Tanger 


Her! 28 


Come and aſſiſt me in this fatal Period. 
Come, and ſhiut up th' abominable Light ; _ 
Take from theſe loathing Eyes the Sun away 3 
Shut up. my Eyes i indeed For ever ſnut ny" 
Rather thafl let me view: what Hell produces. 
Who's there? The eyeleſs Oedipus To me 
Comes he? What fatal Errand is 1 d 
with? 19 97". 74 
He is not fit to be my Guide bal. 7 


Yoo gropes his Way himſelf. No, here they 
wwe [Thunder and Lightning. 
bo 
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74 We Farar, Lecacr. 
That more accuſe me. Do you want the 


ene 
| P ll keep it in Compaſſion, to prevent 
Your Quarrels for't below — Jocaſta too l 


Hell will be empty if they come too a 
Are you not moſt amaz d ? 


Attal, We are indeed; c 
To ſee your noble Senſes thus miſled, 
To hold Diſcourſe and quarrel with the Air. 
Cre. Look, look again! Is that Chimera too? 
Antigona ! O Princeſs! beauteous Shade | 
More — tho* more fear d than all the 
7; > ha 
Who would not be as 1 in Guile "= FR 
To have his Levee throng'd with Gueſts like 
theſe 2: -: 
Darknefs envelope me, I can no more 
Suſtain: the Flafh of thoſe accuſing Eyes, 
The ſame contracted Brow, and Air of Scorn, 
As, when alive, ſhe heard me ſigh in vain. 
Yes, I'll obey thy Summons, barbarous Fair; 
Shew me no longer thoſe upbraiding Wounds ; 
I'll give you ample Vengeance, Blood for Blood. 
What, going ? Thus, to bear you company. 
{ Seabs himſelf. 
Attal. My Lind; what Frenzy is this ? 
Cre. Forbear your Aid; - 
Tis not in Art to remedy this Blow _ 
I would not loſe this promis: d Death for King- 
doms. . 
Call it not Frenzy, Aralus! Alas! 


'Tis but Repentance for a an Ago of Guilr. 
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Enter Phocias. 


Pho. Fatal 8 of the Theban Woes ! 


My Father weltring in his Blood ! 
Cre. Alas! 

Why come ſt thou to torment me with thy 
. Gen? | 

I am, my Son, unworthy of thy Fears; 


Thy evil Fate too ſoon will give thee Cauſe 


To curſe thy Father, and abhor thy Being, 
Antigona was ſacrific d; I caus'd - 


Her Death by feigning thine. But Oh ed. 


And pity me, fince I am going now _ 

To make the ſame Petition to the Gods, [ Dies, 
Pho. Oh! that Heaven's Mercy would as ſoon 

acquit ES | 

As I, tho' made fo wretched by thy Arts, 

In loſing (do live to name my Loſs!) 

Antigona, the Price of Earth's whole Empire ; 

Soul of my Soul, and my Heart's vital Blood. 
Alc. My Lord, the Theban Crown deyolves on 


you. 
Pho. Oh fatal Acquiſition, dreadful News ! 
No, Sirs, recall your proffer'd Dignity, | 


AI Title to your Scepter 1 diſmun, 


For a new Race reſerve your dangerous Throns; 
 *Gainſt whom no Vengeful Oracle declares, 


And whom no murther'd Laius calls his guity 


Heirs . ¶Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Mrs Bon! E ME. 


try d, 


es;, 

er if I ſhould ſus for ſucb a Favour, 

— — not grant * on e god Be- 
Daudiou xp. 

For I (as one good Turn 1 another) 

Gould make it up, Pe one way 

or other. . 


4 


"0 Jave beard a 2 a 
told, 
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euer, wore be Projet 70 5. 
Tf twwe could lay theſe Epiligues | 
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78 ErIiLOoG Ur. 


Of pes long ſince by Grecian Poets ſung, 
And Herrors atted when the World Was 
young 
But what's all this to us (methinks you 
ſay) 
And where's rhe Moral zo. this killing 
DA May? 0 | 
Why tis to ht our Chriftian Gi mate 6 
There have been Times an Folks much 
worſe than we. © | 


6. heirs were unnatural Laut. wa dire 
Amour's, 


(To Criminal perhaps) more Mod 15 
LC  - 
7. heir Crimes drew down . Heao ns 
Vvindictive Summons, * 
Our Failing's greateſt Terrar bogen, 
Commons. 
* bad enough: Love's Mary: TI 
. are taught, ; 
77 2 Slip of Nature—— i is 720 o trivial 
Fault; bt v.11 
The Spoiler ere tho Pegs o ius 
1 ropa, * 
And fewinging hw on the 2 9 
that ſtrays ! : 
Thus 


EriLoGvs. 79 


Thus much for their Intrigues ; for State- 
_ Agairs, 


Our Age has tallyd pretty 2 ell with 


theirs. 


Nu ſee, they'd Mer their Country would 
_* undo; 
Rebellions, Plotters, 3 Pretenders too. 


All this is for our Epilogue Deſert, 


' Now 70 my Bus neſs, for the Poet's Part; 


' 


Who ſays, if poor Jocaſta's wreiched 


State, . 
Guilty thro Ignorance, and curs'd by © 
Fate, 


Makes you account ber Su Tings roo 


ſevere, 


Partake her Anguiſh, ud relieve ber 
 bere. 


